
TheTragcdie 

But. Good fa;th,good faith : the faying did not hold, 

In him that did obiedt the fameto thee: 

He was the wretched!! tiring when he was yong, 

S o long a growing and fo leifurely, 

That if this werearule,hcfhouid be gracious. 

Car. Why Madame,(bnodoubthe is. 

But. I hope fo too, but yet let mothers doubt. 

Tor. Now by my troth if I had beene remcrobred 
I could hauegiuen my VncIesGracc a flout, (mine. 

That fliould haue necrer toucht his growth then he did 

But. How my prettie Yorke ? I pray thee let me hearc it. 

Tor. Marry thcyfay,thatmy Vncle grew fo fall, 

That he could gnawa cruflattwo houres hold : 

Twasfull twoyeer^cre I could get a tooth. 

Granam this would haue beene a prettie ieft. 

But. I pray thee prettie Yorke, who told thee fo? 

Tor. Granam, his Nurfe. 

But. Why, (lie was dead ere thou wert borne. 

Tor. If twere not foe, I cannot tell who told me. 

Sfu. A perilous boy : go too: you are too fore\vd. 

Car. Good Madame be not angry with thechild. 

J?Ih. Pitchers haue eares. " ' Enter Dorfet. 

Car. Here comes your fonne,L^ rd Marques Doricr, 
What newes Lord Marques ? 

Bor. Such newes,my Lord,asgrieue&in:i£tovnfold. 

£fu. How fares the Prince? 

Bor. Well, Madame, and in health. 

But. What is the newes then ? 

Bor, Lord Riuers,and Lord Gray, are fent to Pomfircf, 
With them,4>ir Thomas Vaughan, prifoners. 

But. Who hath committed r hero ? 

Bor. T he mightie Dukes, Gloceflcr and Buckingham. 

Car. For what offence ? 

Bor. The fummeofall I can, l hauedifclofed : 

Why, or for what thefe Nobles were committed. 

Is all vnknowne to me, my gracious Lady. 

Slu Ay me, I foe the downefall of our houie, 

The Tyger now hath ceazd the gentle Hinder 
Jnfultingtyranniebeginstoiet, 
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ofRichard the third. 

Vpon theianocentand lawleffcthroane: 

Welcome deftrudtion, death and maffaerft, 

I fcCj»s in a Mappe the end of all. 

'Bat. Accurfcd and vnquietwranglingdaies, 

How many ofyou haue minceyes beheld ! 

My husband loft his life tp getthe crownc. 

And often vp and downe my fonnes were toft, 

For me to ioy and weepethcirgaincand Ioffe, 

And being featcd,and domefticke broyles 
Cleane oucrblown,thcmfdues the conqucrours, 

Make war vpon (hemfelues, blood againft blood 

Selfeagainft felfe,0 prepofterous 

And franticke outrage, end thy damned fplcene, 

Or let me die to looke on death no more. 

Gome, come, my boy, we will to Sanftuarie. 

But. lie go along with you. 
flu. You hauenacaufe. 

Car. My Gracious Ladie,go. 

And thither bearc your treafureand your goods. 

For my part, He reiigne vnto your Grace, 

The Seale I keepe,and fo betide to mo. 

As well I tender you, and all ofyours : 

Gome, lie conduct you to*the fanftuarie. Exeunt. 

The Trumpets found. Eatery eng Prince, the Dukes of 

Gioct/hr.and Buckingham, Cardmall,c£rc. (bcr. 

Buc. Welcome fweete Prince to London to your chanv 
Glo. Welcome deare Cofen my thoughts foucraignc. 

The wearie way hath made youmclancholie. 

Prin. No V ncle,but our croffcs on the way, 

Haue made it tedious,wearifome,and heauie 
I want more V ncles here to welcome me. 

Glo. Sweet Prince, the vntainted vertueofyourye'eres, 
Hath not yet diued into the worlds deceit ; 

Nor more canyon diftinguifh ofa-man, 

Theh of his outward fliew, which God he knowes, 

Seldomeor neucriumpcth with the heart, 

ThofeVncIes which you want, were dangerous, 

Your Grace attended to their fugred words. 

Bat lookt net on the poyfon of their hearts ; 
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